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My Death 
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for i am already dead, 
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Winston Kennedy 


Pointless #1 
Here | sit on my rear trying to write a poem, 


trying to get in the mood, trying to think of 
something to write about. 
My heart is filled with emotions, but my mind won’t 
let them out. 
| guess it’s like a kettle that’s steaming, steaming 
steaming, steaming 
but there’s no hole to let it out! 
My eyes rove around the room in hope of inspiration. 
There are only walls. 
Walls, walls as blank as my thoughts. 
Oh, curse you walls. 
Curse you all. 
Upon your senseless face there dwells a sign: 
‘“‘Quiet Pleasel!”’ 
Quiet, quiet? Who’s talking? 
Surely not I. 
There’s only the sound of my muttering thoughts in a 
tongue of my unacquaintance. 
Jimmy L. Harrington 
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Marian Schenck 


Soul 
On the soul corner 


is a soul place 
that’s a soul burner 

for the soul race. 
A soul man 

is a soul bound 

for the soul land 
with the soul sound. 
Philip Henry 


Poem 
Tonight I’m 
in no mood 
to be alone or 
to have laughter. I’m lonely 
The loneliness that 
| feel is not 
just loneliness, 
but the longing for 
a soft touch 
of one hand, maybe her left-hand, 
being placed under 
my chin to assure me 
of the love that will 
come from between her 
two legs. 


| want to feel the 
rhythmic motion of her 
body as she receives me 
like quicksand as it 
absorbs its victim, only 
this victim will be ever 
so willing to die. 

I’m 
lonely because | don’t 
want any woman, but 
| want a woman that 
can love me and kill 
me until | am dead tired. 

Ted Hunt 


Poem 
| sit in the little room 
Surrounded by tables and chairs. 
The noise outside my door goes on, 
But | don’t hear it. 


| escape the present here 

But where do | go? 

Not to the past, because it evades me. 
Not to the future, because | don’t know it. 


The present? No! Where am |? 
Truly | must be somewhere. 

Is there a place other than the 
Past, present, and future? 

If there is, | must be there. 


Does that place have a name? 
What name can it have? 

| know where | am _ now! 

The place of neutral suspension. 


But why am | here? 

What can | do? 

Can reality be left behind in this place? 

Why has my mind traveled here? 
Patricia Seward 


The Muse 
The Woman sat spinning the thread. 
On and on it went, 
A long dirty gray line. 
And then it was cut from the wheel. 
. and with that snip, my life was gone. 
Pamala Woodruff Hill 


To You 
| stand by the phone 
Awaiting 
The vintage of your voice 
To flow through my brain, 
To quench the thirst is my gullet. 
Oh, I could sacrifice my senses 
And become all doe - eyed 
With a single draught. 
And sing your praises 
And virility 
And weave our destinies 
With a single loop. 
Because the universe 
Reflects you in its spatial pools 
And mingles your voice 
With the resonance of silence, 
| idle in this single spot 
And wait to be transported 
To another realm. 

Daphne Diane Page 


My World 
My world is a war 
it is tearing me apart 
the fire from each bomb 
tears me apart 
the shrapnel of hurts 
burns my soul. 
God Help me! 
I'm talking to myself. 
Someone help me 
before | destroy myself. 
No world at all 
is better than a world at war. 

Bert Newton 


Soulbrother 
| don’t know what the hell it is, 
But, dammit, | know you've got it. 
Dance to the beat 
Cha! 
Cha! 
Cha! Cha! Cha! 
Dig it! 
Go Baby! 
Dig the rhythm. 
Ain't nobody else 
On this whole lousy earth 
Can go the way you can. 
I've dug your grace 
On the dancefloors of America, 
I've dug your guts 
On the battlefields of the world, 
I've seen big “32” 
Turn the corner and run the score 
So many, many times, 
And l’ve seen the Kansas Comet 
Start and stop on a dime. 
Run and gun, 
Make the big play; 
Save the day. 
But ain’t no greater joy in this land 
Than to turn and know you're a man 
Than to look at, love, take pride in each other. 
Slap the flesh! 
Burning sensation of the hand, 
Be proud baby, Be proud! 
Smile and hit the hand. 
Smile and move on, 
Smile! 
‘cause baby, you've got it! 
You've got it, Soulbrother. 

Ronald Miller 


Trip 
Six men in a room 
dark is the room 
filled with smoke 


cups, paper, paper bag on floor 


all dare to open the door, 
the air is faint, 
their minds are blank, 


the men look drunk, but there’s 


no bottle in the dump, 
two men are laughing 
three men are coughing 
One man is looking on 
there’s a knock on 
the door, now they 
all know the score, 
the room is raided 
the Man takes them in. 
two men smiling, 
saying, “‘go to hell!”’ 
three men are laughing, 
one man is pleading 
in front of the judge 
six men are standing, 
five smiling, one weeping— 
All are sentenced. 

Bert Newton 


Comprehension 
Bring on the Light; hide 


It not from my eyes, O Veil 


Of Oblivion. 


Gregor Hannibal 


(Untitled) 


| take 

my war machine 
And fire it 

at the Sun. 


Everyone becomes black 
and defiance ends. 
Daphne Diane Page 


(Untitled) 
Love is the greatest force in the world. 
Yet, the rose of beauty and purity, 
The venom of death, 
And canine sincerity are all inescapable. 
William Gay 


THANKSGIVING “63” 


Bourbon and Scotch flavored kisses ... . November breezes knifed 
past our parkas .... 1 held you close, we talked of turkey and sweet 
potato pie.... 

We left the game on frozen toes . . . you talked of Cleveland and 
how good it was caring again.... 

We ate by candlelight . . . shared Thursday and Friday at the 


Holiday Inn, and paid for it with two class rings and a typewriter... . 

. we hid from classes, North Carolina, 1963 and our National 

Defense: loatis 4 #28 Ghocolatei pilgnimss1963.-s =. =e ee 
Richard Peterson 


William Bowser 


Poem 
|, who have nothing 
must watch my only enjoyment 
being slapped away by the hands of a clock. 
Philip Henry 


Defeat 
Born 
Behind a black cloud 
Fights to free itself 
Reveal it’s worth 
Frustrated, depressed 
Dies, unknown. 

Michael E. Baker 


Poem 
Why am | 
Sitting here? 
Get things done, 
| hear 
A voice say. 
BULaiacan ty.u 
There’s a rat 
In the wall 
Behind the stove 
And he’s 
Gnawing 
Gnawing away my life 
Gnawing away my life 
gnawing away my... 
What am | saying? 
Do | have plasterboard 
for flesh? 
Let me see... 
| can move 
| suppose 
| do have blood 
Coursing through 
My veins. 
No, | suppose I’m not plasterboard... . 
| smile my triumph 
at the wall. 
The wall vibrates 
a little 
Then answers quietly, 
‘But someday you'll be decapitated by a worm.’ 
Daphne Diane Page 


On Me 

Everybody knows 

what | suppose, 
Everybody cares 

what | wears, 
But nobody knows 

where | goes... 
Nobody cries 

when I dies. 

K. Eleanor Rux 


Anonymous 


(Untitled) 
Ouch! 
be careful 
you’re not 
the right color 
better take the 
next corner 
It’s safe there 
What! 
Man, no, don’t 
buy that stuff 
It won’t turn 
you white and 
| know you don’t 
believe 
that 10 generations from now 
we'll all be yellow 
Anyway what are you 
going to do about 
Tomorrow? 
Might as well pull 
with us, 
We love you the 
way you are now. 
Sadie Ruth Smith 


Haiku 
The blazing sun was 
Placed in the endless blue sky 
By a Hand unseen. 
Gregor Hannibal 


(Untitled) 
he introduced me 


to 
the Principals and practices 
of 
life, 
standing on his superior throne 
he said, 


“Try your darndest to be 

like me 

and you'll make it.” 
Sadie Ruth Smith 


William O’Farrow 


image 
Life is a dream of somedays awakening 
hour. 
Jimmy Harrington 


Democracy 
A shot was heard 
And a bullet penetrated the crowd 
Of black students. 
Many bodies fell to the ground. 
My biack brother 
Had committed a crime, they say. 
He’d marched in protest 
Carrying a sign that read ‘‘Freedom Now.” 
“Kill another nigger 
More will come 
More will sing out.” 
With brutal force, the faceless figures 
Dressed in blue 
Calmed the angry crowd. 
Two lives had been lost. 
But again, a voice cried out 
“Kill another nigger.”’ 
William Gay 


A Requiem To Mr. Charlie 
You wanted me dead, so | fought hard to live. 
| took from you because you refused to give. 
You resisted me as long as you drew breath . . 
So | CHOKED YOU; 
But you resisted me more in death. 
Gregor Hannibal 


(Untitled) 
faith 
he says, 
as he stands 
in that pulpit. 
that damn man 
hasn't a bit of faith! 
| know where my 
faith lies— 
in that piece 
of meat I'll 
get tonight. 
he’s talking about 
faith in your fellowman, 
what does he know? 
even tho’ he’s a Catholic, 
I’m sure he gives his share 
of meat 
to someone. 
well, well, 
look who’s here today. 
didn’t think he’d make it 
after all that 
beverage he drank 
last night 
seemed impossible 
for him to get up. 
oh, my goodness! 
the Brown family’s here 
together even. 
| thought Momma Brown 
kicked daughter out, 
but I guess they had 
to make a good showing today, 
didn’t want anyone 
to know that daughter 


hadn’t made sleeping 
together with Tom 
legal. 
Shirley Benson— 

boy does she look 
sexy in black! 

Sister Powell will sure 
have something to 
stare and gossip 
about now, 

but she don’t 


see 


half of what 

I’ve seen. 

“Benny! Benny! Benny dear... 
the preacher’s praying.’’ 

that wife of mine, 

she’s enough to run a 

man crazy. 

that’s the right preacher 

for this congregation... 


‘Amen Lord.” 
Sadie Ruth Smith 
On Poverty 
Help me, | am poor 
take my hand 
Help me, | am poor 
please understand 
Help me, | am poor 
you can, they say 
Help me, | am poor 


STAY AWAY, STAY AWAY. 
K. Eleanor Rux 


1 AM 
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Ted Hunt 


, 
lie Cars 


Winston Kennedy 


Observation 
What comes to my heart, by no means 
Comes through my flesh. 
A field’s melon wears a stubborn crust 
But the fruit of melon comes 
Without a touch of dust. 


William H. Gay, Jr. 


Marian Schenck 


(Untitled) 
T'was nice of 
him 
to understand 
my foolishness 
to give me an 
edge 
on life. 
he let 
me go 
without a fight. 
although 
| felt the 
pain 
he felt 
| 
knew that others 
were there 
to fulfil 
his needs, 
| passed 
the bone 
along. 

Sadie Ruth Smith 


(Untitled) 

Threading through our lives 

is the silver cord of Destiny. 
For some, it has the tarnish 
of long forgotten heirlooms. 

For others, it has the 

brightness of a moonlit night. 

Pamala Woodruff Hill 


Pictures | 
Sitting in my window 
sipping hot chocolate 
watching birds wing south 
and trees fire up their last breath, 
| make observation 
and refuse to take part 
in the death struggle of Autumn. 
Pamala Woodruff Hill 


(Untitled) 
Child 
With sad brown eyes 
and swollen belly, 
Your little world 
is filled 
with squashed cans 
and whiskey bottles, 
and crusty biscuits 
gone cold because the 
electricity 
iS Ce 
Did someone give you 
a sucker to replace 
your thumb 
and shut you up 
til the business 
of living 
is finished? 
Can | offer you 
love 
on a plate 
of steaming greens? 


But I, too, am trapped 
in a world of bright lights 
and ticky-tacky 
and pretty books 
with high-sounding titles 
and neurotic women 
and senseless men. 
Would you 
change places 
with me 
for a while... 
We could find each other’s god. 
Mine is hued “‘green’”’ and called ‘‘Dollar,’’ 
and your is hued ‘‘poverty’’ and called ‘‘Flesh.”’ 
Daphne Diane Page 


Trapped 
Trapped in my world— 
Unable to escape my 
Imagination. 
Gregor Hannibal 


The Phony 
The smile, a feeling 
The kiss, is healing 
The movement, exciting 
The body, inviting 
But she says no! 
Burtina Glenn 


Ignorance in School at Age Seven 
Ain't learnt much in school concerning me, 
Or the blacks that settled here. 
Only of generals and statemen, 
But none the color of me. 


Let’s see now, we’ve read of world discontentment, 
And Roman ways and Grecian myths, 

But how did the blacks git here, did they come 

Or did they went? 


My papa’s black, and my mama is, too, 
And my neighborhood’s the same. 

But now, my teacher’s a white-looking man 
| still can’t tell who. 


Yesterday, | saw him leave the school 
With books under his arms, 

But he headed up the other way. 

| thought he blew his cool. 


| searched my neighborhood looking for that man 
To discuss the chapter we’d read that day 

But! couldn’t find nobody who looked like him. 
| just didn’t understand.... 


| thought he had some birth defect 
Him being so white and all, 
But that’s no reason for being select. 


‘Twas the school that finally got me right 

About who | was, and who he was 

And the ignorance of my educated night. 
William Gay 


(Untitled) 
To smell the stink of rotting 
brownstones, 
To hear James Brown’s raspy 
“Cold Sweat,” 


And year 
after 
year 
watch tired women 
force life 
into 
already dead spirits; 
Yet 
you will not begrudge me 
one crumb. 
Pamala Woodruff Hill 
(Untitled) 
‘“‘Conjure”’ 
he said, 
“up and down 
until you 
get something good.” 
Why? 


Because you can, 
water carries 
waste on its 
Top. 
Sadie Ruth Smith 


Marian Schenck 


(Untitled) 


| have 
found 
no peace 
Within 
my time 
No sorrow for 
the dead. 
Like man, 
tired 
in love, 
| climb 


unmeasurable mountains. 
Tangled within 


the Snare 
Fleeing from me 
Awake, 
My own point 
come. 
Rustic, 
situated 
in misleading 
sense, 
misjudged 
by society, 
recognized by 
Falling weight, 


pressed into 
The mode of life, 
ornamented tightly 
Until, 
unexpected 
death 
takes place. 
Sadie Ruth Smith 


Reflections On Soul 


I 

First, for semantical purposes, a distinction should be made between 
a metaphysical concept and a cultural disposition or temperment. The 
difference primarily is to say “‘soul’’ rather than ‘‘the soul’’, for the 
former is a matter of our preoccupation, and the latter is a preoccupa- 
tion of Immanuel Kant or Paul Tillich. 

A further distinction is that one searches for ‘‘the soul’’ and he either 
has or has not “‘soul’’. ‘‘The soul’’ has been the preoccupation of more 
learned men—men who have not yet come up with an adequate defini- 
tion. This metaphysical toy is now being cast aside, and attention is 
being focused on that which is valuable and ‘‘with”’ us. 

If one visits a vast minority of the Eastern countries—Thailand, the 
Phillipines,Cambodia, and many others—he will find people especially 
concerned with the music of Afro-Americans. One will find, too, that 
these easterners are trying to copy the rhythm and the dances of black 
people. 

The hippie movement is infiltrated with black slang, “‘hip’’, ‘‘dig-it’’, 
‘cool’, and so forth. The Beatles have made millions of dollars attempt- 
ing to copy black music. In America, there is a complete movement 
called ‘‘Jazz’’ that has captivated and permeated the culture. One 
might dare say that this movement is at the root of the phenomenolog- 
ical movement in art, literature, and music, or the situational ethic that 
has been introduced on the theological scene. And, if one could pinpoint 
the solidarity, he would more than likely call this ‘‘soul’’. 

Michael Zwerin in the November, 1967, issue of ‘‘Playboy’’ may have 
put a finger on ‘‘Soul’’ when he said: ‘‘Nothing must come between the 
heart and the sound, not even music. The world is very different now, 
and we must create music that is just as radical. No inhibitions. Tech- 
nique and analysis can hang you up. The human race is in trouble 
because of throttled emotions, a failure of positive energy. We must 
change, change at any cost. We must throw over what came before, just 
because it came before.”’ In essence, restrictive systems and interpreta- 
tions should be negated. Suzanne Sontag says the same thing in her, 


Against Interpretation, a book on impact and spontaneity. ‘‘Just enjoy 
it’, she says. 


This essay does not attempt to define ‘‘soul’’, because the term is 
undefinable (with words), yet is esoteric to black people. The term 
“soul’’is intertwined with the whole person—the mentality, physique, and 
the expression—the way the ‘‘soul brother’ or “‘soul sister’’ spends 
money, sings, walks, and talks. 


Il 

Let us view this country before this sudden burst of spontaneity of 
rock-and-roll, jazz, and the New Morality. The system, for the most 
part, has been both highly structured and unilateral. To substantiate 
this statement, we can look at the report by Vance Packard in the March, 
1967, issue of ‘‘Playboy’’. This writer states that the people who get 
the highest salaries are people who are not creative, but people who 
can implement beaurocratic systems, people who are very logical or 
scientific. 

Consequently, the only musical movements created in America are 
rock-and-roll and jazz, and these have been created by people who are 
for the most part illiterate. Literature has been produced by men who 
are diametrically opposed to systematic learning—Melville, Faulkner, 
Hemingway, Ellison, Fitzgerald, and Wright—men who were opposed to 
systematic religion—Emerson, Thoreau, and Franklin. 

It is no surprise that white people can never learn to funky broad- 
way, because they are used to methodical dancing. James Brown can 
never be understood by bars and scales, because his music is spontan- 
eOUus. 

The only government-approved creation has been that of the 
robot. The robot image can be seen in such adventures as the computer 
the satellite, and the social animal taught by conditioned response. 


ill 
The term ‘‘soul’’ necessitates further study. It is commonly said that 
“soul” is an expression of the oppressed, but this statement Is not 
valid because no other people are known to have this same type of 
expression. Another common belief is that it started in the Negro 
church, a theory which may have its validity. 


One may pinpoint the expression “‘soul’”’ as a derivative of a mix-up 
of concept and expression. For instance, the preacher says, ‘‘My 
soul is anchored in the Lord,”’ and the sister says, “‘Preach-on.”’ The 
preacher uses the metaphysical concept that was discussed previously, 
but the sister’s expression is what we call ‘‘soul.’’ Let us suppose that 
this theory is valid. Out of the black church music there has evolved 
rock-and-roll, jazz, civil rights, and all the emotional involvements of 
the black people. In speaking to a soul brother or soul sister, one hears 
religious overtones like, ‘‘Jesus Christ’, ‘‘God knows what’’, ‘‘Hell, 
yeah’, “‘God damn’’, et cetera. Almost every literary work written 
about blacks must have this idiosyncracy of black language. The posi- 
tion here is that the word ‘“‘soul’’ is a mix-up of the concept ‘‘the soul.”’ 

When Martin Luther King, Jr., started the peaceful demonstrations, it 
was not King’s intellectual appeal that unified black people, it was the 
freedom songs—not the essence of the songs, but how they were sung. 

Such words as ‘“‘mother-fucker’’, ‘‘son-of-a-bitch’’, ‘‘shit’’, ‘‘hip’’, 
“‘dig-it’’, “cool, baby’’, are believed to be creations of the black man’s 
diabolical essence. These words are repulsive to society, especially to 
middle class whites and the black bourgeoisie. Albert Baugh explains 
this negative attitude to ‘‘soul’’ language, in his History of the 
English Language, ‘‘Language is prestigious only when the speaker is in 
a position of importance or authority”’. 

If sound is partially determined by the way that one breathes, or the 
size of the nose, or the mouth, it might hold true that there is a distinc- 
tion between the way that the Negro sounds and the way that the white 
sounds. Negro lips have more room for vibration to travel over, and a 
big, flat nose may also have an acute difference in the way the Negro 
sounds. 

There may be a future in this thing called ‘‘soul’’, which may serve 
as a teacher to the Western World. For instance, in white America, one 
is always speaking in terms of gradualism. And we know for certain that 
it has caused only trouble in the ghetto. 

However, the natural argument is that one must be logical and 
rational. Factually, mankind has consistently shown more concern 
for the irrational as opposed to the rational. One may ask the question, 
what is rational about love or hate? 

The semi-rational view may be a hope for mankind. It is certain that 
this has made the Negro enjoy his Saturday nights and it has made his 
religion a most significant thing in his life. 


Charles Stokes 


BLACK AND NOTHINGNESS 
A crack, a Bug of sorts, 


A cigarette, burn your black ass! 
What hell is this... 
Existence cannot be perpetuated.... 


Sing on, damn Blackbird! 

Pray that you be heard.... 

A BB gun will forever silence it all, 
Fall down and break your neck! 


Sounds of hate, baby; 

Craw! around with your knotty hair... 
Black Dada Nihilismus is here... . 

| Love you, Leroi! 


Shoot, cut, kill! 

Oh, where is the Black equilibrium? 

Black as coal burns one another, 

While 150 million pinks laugh in your face! 


Nature, two men, mixing, society, social system... 
Damn the Demagogues who created you! 

Love, compassion, desire, selfishness, jealousy, hate! 
Black is Black and damn the elitists! 


Alienation, hardwood, substance . 
Existence, foundation, thought formations . . 
Sustain in your hate... , 

Out, damn spot! OUT! 


. 
oe? 


Winston Kennedy 


Immortalize you, o’ Black Beauty, 
You and the Flies. 

Coffee and cream, man... , 
Confused, mixed, weakened...; 


Crawl over yourself, crab! 
Procrastination! Pull hard! ! 

The Bourgeosie is fading..., 

AWay sOLCVetrmuiGn yc. ee 2 gracias! 


The fire burns bright! 

The smoldering masses in turmoil! 
The endless search sustains, 
Power failures, the lights are out! 


Tnewligntalssouts. os. Yeah! 
Cast your long Black shadow in the darkness...! 
The strength, baby, lies in hate... . oneness; 


Nothingness... darkness... antithesis! !! 
Charles E. Scott 


(Untitled) 
A child 
conceived 
born 
becomes a girl, 
But 
Because her skin 
is Black, 
Her hair 
is knotty, 
And her parents are poor, 
only shades of darkness accompany her. 
~ Now, 


She 
forgets who she is 
and 
becomes one of the 
lotus. 
Grown 


She thinks of marriage 
looking for ‘‘Society’s 
best example,” 
yellow skin 
wavy hair 
Bourgeois ideas. 

A bride, 
fitting the purity 

symbol of 

Whiteness 

Strolling down the aisle, 

She takes her vows. 

Married 
she thinks of her children 
hoping that they, too, 
will fit society. 


Pregnant 
she worries 
dull thoughts of darkness 
float through her mind. 
Then she passes life. 
first thought, 
Suppose its black— 
“‘Lord knows, | don’t want 
a black baby.” 
Lord must have known— 
yellow with wavy hair— 
The process 
begins 
again 
But soon marked by the Muse 
as the last journey. 
Sadie Ruth Smith 


(Untitled) 
Withdrawn 
Shy, and untouched. 
Desiring but 
Afraid, 
Give it a try— 
tomorrow’s not promised 

D. Sylvia England 


Dreams 
Dreams are the folly of the lonely 
The playthings of the nobility. 
George Weaver 


(Untitled) 
So 
I’ve found 
me 
at last 
I'd been 
looking 
a long time 
in mirrors. 
Today by accident 
| saw 
A black woman in Curl-freed hair 
And cameo brooch 
Trapped 
On the surface 
of the sea. 

Daphne Diane Page 


Citrus 
Tart, Citrus fragrance, 
Sweet odor of Lemon tree, 
Your smell excites me. 
Gregor Hannibal 


Corridor of Time 
The line of man 
marches endlessly down the corridor. 
The line stopped for but an instant— 
And then resumed the march. 
Pamala Woodruff Hill 
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Marian Schenck 


Elizabeth Jones 


(Untitled) 
Today, 
| feel the despair of the world— 
The mother with no food for her hungry child, 
The family man with no money for food, 
but enough for that bottle of Thunderbird; 
The lovers with no love between them. 
Yes, today | feel the despair of the world, 
Tomorrow, | may begin to feel my own. 
Pamala Woodruff Hill 
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